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To myself and my love.

“You aren’t the end of my love, but its awakening, its beginning. I give this love away, to
the flowers along the path, to the glitter of sunlight in my wine glass, to the red onion of
the church tower .You make it possible for me to love the world.”
— Hermann Hesse

Abstract
This is a collection of things I am interested in. Through these things I attempt an understanding of myself. They are unpredictable and often difficult to capture like clouds, trees,
water, winds. This book is my journey of self discovery.
I walk in my memories. I walk in the city. There, I capture and record fleeting moments of
things I love. Through this process, I give myself a chance to understand the reasons for
this attraction. It also gives me an opportunity to understand why I want to find myself,
and why I always want an exact answer to this question of who I am. I always tell myself
I should live in the moment, and it is in each moment that I try to understand why I am
captivated by what I can’t catch -- such as the wind, the clouds and the sky. In this book
I try to understand why I want to wander, but also why I am constantly eager for the
warmth of my home. In this process I ask myself if I should love again or allow myself to
be loved.
I try to find the lines that connect all the things I love. I believe their paths will influence
me and help me to know my own inner path.
In writing this book I hope I can understand myself more clearly.

Introduction
I cannot remember a time before this moment that I have enjoyed the elusive and
untouchable objects of nature -- such as the clouds, the winds, and the shadows. I am
always immersed in my feelings and in my imagination. I hope I can find an answer for
myself, but I am lost in it. Now, I realize that I need to find an explanation for the things I
love in order to know myself.
I take a lot pictures and videos to document my life, but I never look back upon them. I
had hoped that I would not forget any moment in my life, but instead I have a lot of unforgettable fragmented memories. I secretly keep their aftertaste. I don’t dare use words
to express these feelings for fear that small and precious emotions will be defined by the
words. Instead, I sometimes leave only a rough outline of them behind once recorded,
the paths remain on behalf of that which was lost.
I’m not used to asking why.

I’m so sensitive. Caring about these moments fills every minute of my life. Each piece
of nature I see is a different painting. The shape of a cloud, the movement of water, the
shadow of the tree, and birds flying. These moments of nature may be either a chance
encounter or purposefully come into my life. They are so ubiquitous, so warm, so exciting, and I am so full of imagination. I want to catch them, I always let them go. I do not try
to question anything; I am just immersed in that moment.
I walk alone on my route, and I begin to care about the wind, care about the cloud, care
about shadows, and to care about all these floating natural objects. They are not static, I
can feel them. I enjoy these quiet moments that awaken my imagination.
When I started this book, I did not try to explore or explain who I am. I tried instead to
give an explanation of the things I love. I thought this would help me start to understand
myself, but I know now that maybe there is no answer to the question: “who am I?”.
At the beginning, I did not know why I loved natural phenomena: the clouds, the winds,
the waves, the shadows. Not knowing is why I feel as though I am floating. This is why
I am so anxious. I always feel I am a cloud in the sky. Like a cloud, I don’t know what
shape the real me is. I don’t know where my the root of myself is. Once I started floating
everything changed. Instead, I wish I could be a kite that floats in the sky. At least there
would be someone to always tell me the direction from which I started from.

When I finished exploring the natural things I loved, I found that I just wanted to be
loved and to love. I wanted to feel at “home”. Home is my root. I missed my home, my
family and my lover. Where was it that I came from?
I hoped I could know more about myself through an explanation of these natural things,
as I thought all these things defined me. They would come together to be my “path”.
It’s like all the things I go through in life. It’s my path. Those things made me who I am. I
wanted to explore them to know why I loved them from so deep in my inner self.
For a long time, I walked around cities with my camera. I took a lot of photos, and treated them as proof of my life.Yet, I aImost never looked at the photos I took. I gradually
realized that over a long period of time, experiences have been composed and created
by the paths humans have taken. I became very interested in this type of movement,
these free and wandering walks that form an experience. These paths depict my passage
through a city. While walking, I filter out the noise of others to focus on my own personal everyday journey.
These lines are part of my life and my memory.

Seeking The Things I Love

“The stars we are given. The constellations we make. That is to say, stars exist in the
cosmos, but constellations are the imaginary lines we draw between them, the readings
we give the sky, the stories we tell.”
— Rebecca Solnit

Looking for the marks.
I always see marks. I see them on walls and in the sky.
In the marks on the wall I find the big “picture”and other stories.
The cloud is the mark of the sky. It makes its own shape.Yet each
time when I see one, it is a kind of encounter; my position and my
mood defines their shapes and their color in my vision.
All these stories are created by me.

Fishes Swim

Mold_ Starry Sky

Cloud_Love Shape

Cloud_Double Doves

Seeking from Windows
I like to look out the window at the houses, trees, clouds, cars,
and the strange things that I also can’t help but notice. I look at all
these things in front of me, and it is that moment of looking that
is so beautiful. The houses stand, they know where they are, and
everything seems to be moving around them. People walk on the
road, and a car shuttles past. The tree stands in the wind gently
swaying. The clouds in the sky’s light are beautiful. I seem to see all
this in another world. It is like looking at paintings, until you see
something new, and then a slight change occurs in the meaning of
the painting. Only by carefully watching does one know the story.
All my worries are gone at these moments of change. I want to
immerse myself in the moment.Yes, this moment is enough for me.

Floating - unpredictable - Lines

Fluttering Shadow

One day there was a great wind while we were fishing by a seaside restaurant. The sun
was in my body, and there was no trace of coolness; there was only warmth. I won’t fish,
but I enjoy accompanying my friends while they fish. I enjoy sitting on the beach, in the
sun, looking at the sea and listening to the waves. I always sit somewhere laying lazily
with my back to the sun. That day, I looked at the glittering waves that were reflected on
the wall. Their rhythm was so clear and elegant, and mixed with the music of the restaurant, I thought it romantic. How I wish time had stopped at this moment.

Droplets on The Window

On the biggest snowy winter day, everything is white, everything is frozen.Yet, we still
intend to go out to feel this beautiful snow.
All the things on the road are still. Trees are no longer shaking from the wind, the lake is
also frozen, and the roads are empty. There is only the vast white snow. Cars, parked on
the roadside, are hidden in the snow. Sitting in the car, I try to see the horizon and the
clouds, but the windows are covered in ice. I cannot see the outside world. After the car
heats, the ice inside a glass water jar melts, and the ice falls away leaving only traces of
water clearly restoring my sight.

Floating Birds

Leisurely and carefree.
Solo birds are carefree, but they look for a certain direction to hide their loneliness.
A group of birds in flight is happy, like a family. They are circling.

Falling Snow

I am a Southern girl, and it never snows in my hometown. After coming to the United
States, the snow was the most beautiful thing that I looked forward to. The snow was always falling freshly, and I began to imagine its fall. The wind blows, and the flakes dance in
the light. I can’t help but want to dance with them. One night, there was no one on the
road, and I was walking alone on the way home. I looked at the first snow in the light of
the intersection. Under the irradiation of the street lamps, it was good and elegant, like
a dream. I was unable to restrain my emotions on that road, and began a whirling dance.
Yet, what I hoped for was a pas de deux. Here was our stage.

The Floating Clouds

“For me to declare whether this cloudy sky, quietly moving by itself in these manifold
forms is producing a mirror in my soul or whether it is the other way around. I see this
sky as an image of my inner movements. “ __Hermann Hesse

When I was studying Printmaking in France, all my artworks contained clouds. Every time I lifted my head and caught a cloud in my
eye, I felt like it was destiny that we met each other. Sometimes I
picture myself as a piece of cloud, floating over the fields that are
inside my heart.
I drew the clouds in the Chinese GouYun method. To draw the
clouds, one must just use curved lines. They are just lines, but still
can show the mood of the clouds.

Walking In The City

I enjoyed the time in France. It became the most impressive and beautiful time of my life.
I didn’t have many concerns nor much pressure in my life. All I needed to care about was
the delightfulness of art creation and the realizations that I was having about myself. It
was a sort of release. Everyday I felt immediately good when I viewed the sky.
This was my life in France. What about my life in Providence?
Later, I spent one year in Providence studying and recording the window of my bedroom
and the sky outside it. I liked the way the sky changed as the wind pushed the clouds to
move forward. The sunlight burst through the clouds, and it was so inspective!
I wished to study natural phenomena on the ground in order to know myself better, to
understand better what kind of person I truly am. I thought I might be just the same as
them to some extent. Maybe I am like those objects: elusive and untouchable.
I started a series of work in which I searched nature and recorded its many lines. I put a
pen and a paper on the tree, so the wind can draw their path on the paper. I got those
lines, followe them, walking in the city.
In order to keep walking through the city in different ways, I used these lines as a guideline to draw my own paths.

I tore off those words from my diary book.
Those blue lines are my daily walking routes, they chained those scrap papers.

Tree’s Drawing

Tree’s Path In Wind

Path In My Dream

Plan my dream’s path, walking in Providence

This is my favorite route in my hometown. Eveytime
when my friends visited me, I would lead them walk
this way.
Along the way, we can see mountains, see the rivers,
then through the flower market, we arrivied my favorite hotpot restaurant.

Hotpot Route

Walk Hotpot_Route in Providence

Walking in the city,
Chancing upon unforgettable moments-

Next, I recorded my daily walking routes. The most familiar routes I documented were
from my hometown, as well as a path I run in my recurring dream. With all those elements and routes recorded, I was able to construct a connection between the things I
see and dream. They became like a constellations. All those lines that are born in another
place, became my personal routes around the city. I used them to discover and find the
beauty of Providence.
Later, the contents of my recording documented the unpredictable changes that occurred in the things that I love. I traced the wind, the clouds and the light from the sun. I
kept recording how objects moved in the wind, how the silver line of a cloud changed in
the sky, and how the lines constructed by light and shadows were in the same time and
same place everyday. Although what I recorded seemed like complete chaos, I treated
them as a route and then used that “path” to wander in the city. Out of a mess, they become like the guidance of God: its unpredictability led me to meet different people and
to find different views.
I hoped that these unpredictable lines would lead me in my discovery of this city, and
provide another kind of focus in my life.

I always ask myself, who am I? I know clearly that this is a question that has bothered
mankind ever since the beginning of thought. I may never get the answer. However, this
became one question that I would spend time thinking about when I came to the US
for further education. I wished to know myself, but I could not describe myself precisely.
My purpose was to know myself better, even though I knew there wouldn’t really be an
answer. I am fully aware that this is the result of my character. I spare no effort trying to
understand myself even though I didn’t really want it: I chased it desperately and tried to
hold it in my hands but could never hold it tight.
I have felt insecure because of my incomprehension of myself, but release and control is
the best way to explain who I am. I never wanted a life of order and discipline, but I still
feel uneasy if I lose this order. Now, I hold close what I love and what happens around
me. All those things form a line, they compose the journey in my life. They define who I
am, and what’s more, they tell me who I am. Although the question of ‘who I am’ is fairly
hard to answer, through the process I have created, I give myself some consolation.
This book is a discovery, it is a recognition of our surroundings. To keep walking in the
cities, is to know oneself; it is to listen to one’s own heart. To find a happier life.

